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A Gentleman wlio did me the honor to perufe 


a copy of my firſt edition, was pleaſed to ſay, that 


no Negro could ſpeak in the ſtile in which Quako 
expreſſes himſelf.— With ſubmiſſion to the Gentle- 
man's ſuperior rank and judgment, I ſhall take the 
liberty to obſerve, that while I lay with the King's 
troops in Philadelphia, I became acquainted with 
a black man, whoſe wife had actually been ſold by 
his maſter, and ſent to a diſtant part of the country, 
becauſe her unfortunate huſband had diſobliged 
him.— And ſo far was this Negro from being 
ignorant, that he could read, write, ſpeak, fing and 
dance in a ſtile far ſuperior to many of the 
common rank of white people—and all this know- 
ledge he had acquired by his own diligence and the 
kindneſs of a friendly Engliſhman, who ook, 2 
ei in teaching Hina. 
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THE 


. NEGRO SLAVES. 


ACT 1.—SCENE I. | 
Racoox, JusTiCE, and M*SyYMPATHY, 


» Rac. Weir, Juſtice, how comes your fair daughter 


on? 


Juſt. By the Great Mogul! ſhe's much more con- 
ZErn'd how ſhe may get off. Yon remember young. 


Firmlove who was taken priſoner by the Indians? 
RNac. I do; and a flaſhy.dog he was—I'm afraid the 
impreſſion he made upon the young lady's heart 
— Fuft, The impreſſion! ſquaſhes and pumpkins—a 
young girl's heart is like a debt Dey ſlate, one ſcholar 
rubs out what another has wrote, then ſets down what - 
| ever he pleaſes himſelf, | 
*' © ARac, What ſay you old M*Sympathy? 
— M*Sym. I ſay nothing, young Racoon. 
Rac. Can't you give me your advice? 


M Sym. If you with to ſupplant Mr. Firmlove in the 
lady's affections, you muſt not only endeavour to- 


imitate, but even to exceed his virtues. 


o 


Rac. Virtues !—ha! ha! ha! do you imagine it's 


virtue that gains a young lady's heart now a- days. 
M Sym. If it's vice, I'm ſure you have a better 
chance than any of her ſuitors, | 


Rac. How fo? 


M Sym. Becauſe * a woman has good and evil in 


Her offer, *tis to be 


nted that ſhe commonly chuſes 
the worit, 


Rac. Oh you're a wild boar! Do you know, Juſtice, _ 
that this Mountain Philolopher, this Highland Cynic . 


cenſures me for correcting my own ſlaves. 
MMS m. Correction ſhou'd be inflicted t ote 
amendment, but your correction, like that many 


others, is but the effects of your vanity and ill. nature 
Plague on ſuch correQtors, they only ſpoil the copy. 


Kac. And will you defend my ſlave in all his ill 


actions ? 
„„ | M Dm 
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M*Sym. III not defend myſelf in all my aAionsifſ 
but when I begin to ſcan the faults of others, I always 
conſider that I have frailties of my own. .. 
Rac. Now I'll be judg'd by the age You ſee 
Sir, this curſed Quako of mine has been taught to read 
and write thanks to Engliſh Tom, who had the folly to 
inſtruct him In ſhort, the ſavage has the impudence to 
think, nay even to ſpeak like a Chriſtian. 2 
M*Sym. And wou'd you hinder —— _ 


Rac. Will you be quiet, man. It was but oe” 
' I condeſcended to diſpute with him, and by my troth, © 
the parſon faid he was like to be too hard for me, but 1 
knock'd him down. as 
M*Sym. Not by force of argument, but with your 
cudgel—and a heroic action it was to ſtrike a poor devil 


who durſt not reſiſt. Confound me, if I cou'd have 
the courage to do it. | Ss 


Fal. Has Quako been guilty of any new enormity ?? 
. Rac. Oh, yes, Sir. I had two delightful Blackbirds 
in the neſt, which I intended as a preſent for your 
daughter, and the villain ſet them at liberty. | 
"-M*Sym. And don't you think there was as much 
merit. 2 ſetting them at liberty, as there was in confining 
them N 
Rac. Oh, you're like the reſt of your countrymen, 
never happy but when you're up to the ears in politics. 
" M*Sym. Speak not of my country, Sir !—love and 
loyalty ſhall always be our motto; and if we ſhou'd 
- throw a few grains of humanity in the compound, the 
Py a bit 25 worſe will it taſte. 
Rac. And do you think I'll give up my property to 
humour your falſe papa”; P ; OE 
M-Fym. Falie humanity ! 
Rac. Aye, falſe humanity! you need not ſtart at the 
word—]I'll get ſome of the fron k in your own 
4 country to make ute of the expreffion. 
0 | M*Sym. Will you? Well, well, let that fly ſtick 
in the wall—but I wou'd not exchange my falle huma- 
nity for all your real barbarity. | 


Prop. 
io 1 


Part with your 
—]*m not deep enough {killd, but I'll venture 
at if it is ingiſpenlibly neceſſary to continue 
them ilaves, there's no neceſſity for uſing them like beaſts. 4 
Kac. I'll uſe them as I pleale—W ho dare hinder me 5 
M*Sym. None, and more is the pity—but for all that 
I wouꝭ d advite you to uſe a little of my falſe humanity, 


| | a 4 . 4 
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eur acquaintance ſhou'd be apt to forget your 


y have them to do?, | | 1 e 
ac, I wou'd have them to be obedient and work. 


_ that ſunny beams and April ſhowers bring forth thoſe. 
Mowers which lie conceal'd beneath the frowning of a 
 wintry {ſky—Kindneſs will excite them to love and 
atitude, ſeverity prompt them to hatred and revenge. 


ac. Will you hear me ws 
» * Zuft. No, no, I want you both to hear me. You're 
wa m'd with paſſion, I'm burning with thirſt—finiſh 
your diſpute, and go in with me and have a little 
refreſhment, 3 
Kac. But this Caledonian wou'd paſs for ſuch a 
wonderful Philanthrophiſt. | | 
M*Sym. 1 wou'd promote the happineſs of all man- 
kind, except ſuch as are enemies to my king and country, 
Land even theſe I wou'd reclaim if vollible. 
Rac. But if wh uw | 58 
M Sym. I wou'd fight them but then it ſhou'd be 
like a ſoldier, ike a Briton—oppoſe my ſtrength, my 
ute to their's—But I have not valour enough to ſtrike a 
Poor ſlave any more than I wou'd a bound priſoner, 
Rac. What kind of man wou'd you like? 
M*Sym. An honeſt man, 


SONG. 


Tho? his head shou'd wear no bonnet, 
Tho' no shoes were on his feet, 
Tho' his outside shou'd be seedy, 
If his manners are discreet; 
Tho' he shou'd have little failings, 
As no man can be without, 
If he mends them when he kens them, 
Of his worth &... nae doubt. 


* I will never a hat country, 
| If he has an honest heart, 
White, or black, or brown, or yellow, 
If he's wrong'd, I'll take his part; 
Tho' he cannot speak his meaning, 
So as to be understood, 


* 1 Let him shew it by a signal, | | 
5 I' applaud it if it's good. 5 
* * Juſt. 


/ 


Gentlemen, I've liſtened to you with great 


attention and much thirſt—now liſten to me. What 
axe negros, but made for the uſe of man; and the more 


> they 


hat en'd name, and call you beaſt.— What would 


M. Sym. Then you take the wrong method. Conſider 8 


2 
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they are indulg'd, the more inſolent they grow. 
upon that word pity, I wiſh it had ern? 6 rent invented. 

Oh ye barbarians !---have you no commiſeration for Wh + - 
poor throat—you wou'd let me choak, for the pleaſure 

of hearing me ſpeak. Will you go in and have ſome 

refreſhment or not ? | " | 

Rac, Sir, we follow you—Ha! ha! ha! if it was not®# 
for the gaiety of my _ I might have been dead 5 | 
! ha! 


years ago—ha! ha Exeuni 
SCENE—A4 Plantation. | 


Quako, SELa, and other SLAVES. 
AIR. 


"YOU tedious sun, oh, do make haste, ä 
And hide ;our head in yonder west; * 
Come friendiy sleep and seal my eyes, 
Dry up my tears and heal my sighs. 
Ye airy dreams recall no more 
Sad thoughts of what I was before; 
For now ye sons of India's soil, 
Here we are bound to slave and toil. 


Ye pow'rs who made us what we are, 

Since we no more are worth your care, 
Recall from us each human thought, CY " 

Io make us fitting for our lot; TY 

That henceforth we may never know ,& 

One beam of hope or pang ot woe, * 

But, like the brutes, unus'd to smile, 

Drag on a life to slave and toil, 


* 


44D 


Enter WHIPPERIN« 
Whip. To work, to work, ye ſlaves !—{(Whips them, 

» Quako ſaves Sela,)—You ſavage! do you lift your hand 
to a white man? You'll get your arm chopp'd off for 
your preſumption. 4 $60 

Quako. Then you'll deprive my maſter of half my 
labour. * ; . - 
up. Silence, ſlave ! . F 


Enter Racoon, M*SywyraTHy, and JUSTICE. 
Rac. Where is this rogue, this villain ?—Why don't 
you anſwer me? {ſtriking Quako.) R 


i IE not think you ſpoke to me—rogue and . 


villain Wot my name. 
Rac. Are not you a flave? | hs. 
Quako. I am—and if that makes me a rogue and 
villian, what muſt they be that made me fo? hy 
_ ©» Rac, I told you he wou'd argue: this is the confe- 
* | | quence 


* 
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quience of teaching flaves to read and write, Do you 
krow who robb'd my blackbird's neſt ? 
-- Quako, I did. 0 8 | 
Rac. And dare you confels it ? 22 
Quako, If it it was wrong, will adding a lie excuſe it ? 
Rac. Villain! wou'd any but a black ſavage rob a . 
poor blackbird's neſt ? | . 
Quatto. Ah think, maſter, think —vyour whites, your 
poliſh'd, humane whites have robb'd my poor father's 
neſt of all the young, and left the old birds to mourn, 
to droop and die. | 
Rac. But what intereſt cou'd you have in taking the 
poor birds ? | 
- Quako. Intereſt! I know no ſuch thing as intereſt ;— 
my whole life is devoted to the intereſt of another. I 
| knew the poor things were to be enſlav'd, and I ſet them 
at liberty. 1 85 
Rac. You did For what ? | 
| Quako, Becaule I think that too many of their colour 
are ſlaves already—Ah, maſter, had you ſeen the poor 
things as they lay upon my hand, their hearts went pant, 
pond, this way; and tho” they cou'd not ſpeak, I under- 
+ Tood the meaning of their pant, pant, to be liberty. 
Rac. And you gave it them, | 
Quako. I ſent them to their little parents, who fat in 
an oppoſite buſh, lamenting the fate of their captive 
children threw them in the air, that way, and they 
flew to the wood—By this time they know what 
Quako's heart wou'd feel, if any friendly power wou'd 
waft him to his native ſhore of Guinea. 5 
Rac, Savage! if you have any feeling, I'll touch you 
in the tendereſt point. To- morrow I'll {ell your black 
conſort, and ſend her to a great diſtance Sela, prepare 
yourſelf to ſerve another maſter. | 
Sela. ( Kneeling ) Ah, my dear maſſa, do not part us! 
do not part us! Ps 
Quako. My dear maſter, do not part us; —if you fell 
my Sela, I will droop and die, and you'll loſe your pro- 
E your intereſt, I am your ſlave—1 will 
any thing; double my taſk of labour, but leave me 
my Sela, to inſpire me with ſpirits to accompliſh it. 
2 I will fell her. = . 
uvako, You will, maſter, {firmly }—Y ou have alwa 
ny me with ſeverity—1 ry 8 of a man, that 
but the complexion of a negro,—{ſubmiſfively } But treat 


* 
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me with humanity, and gratitude will form me to yiaur 

pleaſure. _ ; n | | 
Rac. Take her away. {flaves drag her off )—And now, 


raſcal, to aggravate your miſery, I charge you never to 


ſpeak to her, or even to look at her again, or this is but 
a ſample of what you may expett. e. 
| [ beats ham, and goes off with 2 8 

 Quako. { After a long filence} Thank God, this life 
will not laſt for ever—Cou'd there be a hell worle than 
this, 1f it had no end ? | SS | . 

M. Sym. Poor fellow! I pity, but cannot help you. 

Quako,' To beat me for nothing I never ſtrike a 
horſe, I never ſtrike a dog, becauſe they are but poor 
ſlaves like myſelf; but if I did, ſomebody wou'd take 
their part; but nobody will take the part of a poor 
negro. 5 f a 

M*Sym. Yes, Quako, lad, more than you're aware of, 
many able, learned men are intereſted in your welfare; 
and I hope to ſee the day that will put you on an equal 
footing with the reſt of your fellow creatures, or at leaſt 
make your ſituation more tolerable, 


- Quako. Ah, maiter, I'll fing you a ſong to make you 


. forry, ſince you have a heart to entertain a ſtranger, a 


 M*Sym, What ſtranger, Quako'? 
 Quako, Pity—that's a ſtrar ger here, maſter, 


SONG.—Air Higb metil'd Racer. 

When the ship came to Guinea, the white man we 'spy, 
Like the great Nankaponie come down. from the sky; 
He 5hew'd the fine trinket, the glass, and the bead, 

The lace and the ribbon, and the cap for the head. 

One day 1 was happy, with friends by my side, 
To give me my Sela, my sloe-colour'd bride, 
To buy her fine trin+ et, I go to the shore, 
But white man he seize me, I get back no more, 


When bound in the vessel, I saw in my mind, 
| The grief of my Sela, and friends eft behind. 

I thought all my sorrows to drown in the wave, 
But whiteman refus'd me the peace of the grave; 
When here I first landed, like beast I was sold, 
With many more blackmen companio 1s of old; 

Sometimes I seem merry, to keep up poor heart, 

Yet here I still carry sad grief's poison'd dart. 


When I past in my. slavery a twelvemonth or more, ; 
One day to plantation some slaves came ashore ; 
haste with my labour, and run to the place, 
, To try if remembrance cou'd point out some face, 
Oh, great Nank ponie, how much was I blest, 
To see my deer Sela along with the rest; 5 
laugh and I jump, and I dance and J rave, 
But my happiness died when I found her a slave. 
8 White 


= 
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White man and white woman from sorrow secure, 
They never consider what negroes endure; — op 
They laugh when they're merry, they drink and they eat, 
And to find them fine dainties, poor Negroes must sweat. 

Sometimes when I'm weary, they make me to strip, 

And the wage of my labour, is lash of the whip: : 

Oh, great Nankaponie, look down on my woe, 

For nobody pities poor negro below, 


MS m. Quako, you ſpeak the Engliſh language well, 
ho taught you the pronounciation ? 25 

Qua. A good, a dear friend an Engliſhman taught 
me to read and write but his eyes are ſhut, and the 
Whites have laid him in. the cold. ground. Every morn- 
ing before I go to work, and every evening when I've” 
finiſh'd my labour, I viſit his grave, to thank his dear 
cold dead body for his kindneſs ; but his ears are ſtopt, 
he cannot hear me, he cannot hear his poor unhappy 
Quako, when he tells him that his maſter ſells his hap- 

els Sela. /weeps 3 | 
 M*Sym. Poor fellow! were I maſter of your ſenſibi- 
lity, I wou'd not gxchange it for all your maſter's plan- 
tations, Enter PLANTER. 

Planter, Sir, you're wanted. at the houſe. The 
Indians are diſcovered lurking in the woods, and all the 
planters are under arms. | Ents 

M*Sym. Are they !—Quako, my lad, you mult take 
care of your black. men. | 

| Quako, Do not fear m my maſter's property, and 
mult not be us'd to his vantage ;—he TOE me the 
beneiit of a Chriſtian name, but cannot hinder me from 
the exerciſe of Chriſtian virtues—My heart wou'd 
prompt me to revenge, but I've been taught to read, and 
the book bids me love iny enemies; I'm forry I cannot 
love, but I forgive him. 

M*<Sym. Were he not a worſe ſavage than he calls you, 
he wou'd applaud you for that ſentiment. 

Quako. VI always try to do what's right; and if he 
ſhou'd condemn, my own heart will applaud me, 


SCE NE—A4A Chamber, 
Prnotst and Lucx. 


Lucy. Oh let him come, ma'am, we'll ſet him off, I'll 
_ warrant you—A. pretty fellow.to compare himſelf to 
Mr. Firmlove, | 
 Phabe. He'll not trouble us now—the Indians are in 
the neighbourhood, and all the planters under arms. 
„ Cop + | Lucy, 


* 
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Lucy. If he ſtands fire, I'll ſuffer to be ſhot. Are you 
agreeable that I ſhou'd give him a fright? ts 
Phab:. Uſe your freedom. * 
Lucy. So I will. HR 


SONG. 


What tho? no learning fills my head, 
Yet don't despise my wit, dear madam, 
For Eve cou'd neither write nor read, 
When she deceiv*d old father Adam; _ 
If Eve so wise was found to be, ; 
- Who knew no more than nature taught her, 
a | W hat then must you expect from me, 
; Her well experiencd little daughter. 


* ä Enter Rc oo 
Rac. Fair partner of my future joys, I come + 
Phabe. Foul diſturber of my preſent peace, you may 
4 
Nac. Where? . 
] Phebe. Any place where I ſhan't ſee you, 
[ Rac. Ha! ha! ha!—ſo by this ſeeming- indifference, 
you think to encreaſe my paſſion—butT'm ſure you love 
me. | 
 Phebe. But I'm certain I hate you. 
Rac. Hate me!—a likely ſtory—To be ſure I'm a 
proper object to be hated—amn't I. Look at me. 
kebe. So JI do, with contempt. 
Rac. No, you don't; no, you can't—I know. your 
taſte better. What do you ti ¶ of me, Lucy? f 
Lucy. Indeed I think you're like my old ſhoes—no. 
great things. 3 
Rac- Old ſhoes! there's a ſimilie— Why you little 
piece of antiquity, you're like a pair of old ſhoes, ſome- 
thing the worſe of the wear, like a thread- bare coat. 
Lucy. But you're worſe than a thread- bare coat. 
Rac. How ſo? | 
Lucy. You won't turn. 
Rac. Why not? 
Lucy. Becaule the inſide is the worſt of you. 


Rac. Be quiet impudence—I'm going to fight the \ 
Indians. 

Lucy. And you'll take your ſtation in the rear. 

Rac. No, no, I'll be in the front. 7 


 Phabe. Ves, if our people run away, you'll be in the 
Front, and have the honor to lead the retreat. | 
Lucy. He'll teach the Indians good manners—he'll 

keep them at their diſtance—ha! ha! ha! | 


- hakes 


"THE NEGRO SLAVES. TS | 13 
Phebe. He'll give them no conntenance—he'll turn 
his back upon them in the day of need—ha! ha! ha! 


Rac. Why—ſhall I be 2 aſhamed, or angry ? | 


- Lucy, Come, come, you ſee the lady loves to banter 
-you—but there is ſomething about you ſhe admires for 
all that. a 
Rac. Is it poſſible! | 
Phabe. What do you fay, Lucy? 
© Lucy, Let me alone, ma'am—T will tell 


Rac. Do—I pray you do. 


Lucy. You remember, 3 when you came to 


ſpeak about your marriage, ſhe did nothing but pout, 
Rac. I remember that well. 5 
Lucy. But you did'nt hear what ſhe ſaid when yo! 
was gone, It was then ſhe expreſled her admiration 
Lucy. Lucy, are you mad? _, 
Rac. No, no,—Lucy go on. | 
LTucy. What do you think of him, ma'am, ſays 1— 
Upon my word, replied the lady, I admire 
Rac. Admire!— Well, admire what ? 
Luc. Admire his impudence, ſays ſhe, — 1 
Rac. Impudence! what the devil, was that all ſhe 
admir'd about me. 8 


Lucy. She allows you have other qualifications 
Rac. She does. 


Lucy. She ſays your vanity is unbounded—your igno- 


rance extraordinary—your cruelty unexampled—and 


Rac, My cowardice! | 
Lucy. Yes—when the mad bull purſu'd you t'other 
day, it wou'd have Wtir'd the niceſt ear to diſtinguiſh 
which of the beaſts roar'd loudeſt, Ek 
© Rac. Beaſts!—upon my word you're very polite. 
Lucy, Hang politeneſs—I only want to tho juſtice to 
my ſubject. Enter M*SymrATHY. | 
M*Sym. To arms! to arms !—Captain, the Indians are 
within a few yards of us. Come away, 
Rac, What; Mid leave the lady expos'd to danger—T'll 
remain here and guard her. {draws ) 
M*Sym, Will you force me to call you coward? 
Rac. Coward! , | 
M*Sym. Yes, a baſe one, who can tyranize over his 
Haves, but dare not face his enemy. 
Rac. I ſhall not leave the lady, | 
 M*Sym, What, have you no foul in you? 


8 Rac, 


your cowardice alice! 


— 
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Rac, Yes, I have—and what's better, I want to keep 
It in me as long as I can. 1 5 
M*Sym. Farewell, madam. Shame befall you 
coward, n 
_ Rac. You ſee the ſtrength of my paſſion, madam, - 
woud'nt permit me to leave you. 3 
4 Lucy. Is fear a paſſion, madam ? 
| Rac. You know I cou'd die to pleaſe you. | 
Lucy. Cou'd you? Dear Sir, we're much oblig'd to 
you—that's the very favor we were going to alk; for 
you know if this lady is oblig'd to marry you, ſhe will 
die with grief, but if you die now, it will fave here the 
trouble. | : 

* Rac. Ah madam, you'll kill me with deſpair. 

Lucy. No, no, deſpair is a. tedious lingering 
diſtemper we'll be merciful and give you a quicker 
paſsport. Shall I go for the—— 0 

Phæbe. Do. 2 5 
Lucy. Shut the door, leſt he ſhou'd eſcape. LZE xis 
Rac. What farce is this you're at now ?— 

Enter Lucy, with an old firelock and ſword ſcabbard. 

Lhcy. You'll perhaps find it a tragedy, Here, madam, 
now for vengeance on your chief enemy. 

Phebe. Lucretia kill'd herſelf, and was immortalized. 
I will do more, for I will kill the author of my miſery, 
(preſenting Have you a prayer ready? 

Rac. Oh, lord, no, let me run out, and I'll tudy one, 

Lucy. Diſpatch him. {feng@ng with the ſcabbard.) 

Rac. No—1'il diſpatch ic (runs off. op 

Lucy. Ha! ha! ha! his fears prevented his Rong that 


the firelock wanted the lock. tal you we ſhou'd ſoon 
get rid of him, | . 
Phebe. True—but will that bring back my dear, my 


loſt Firmlove? 
a SONG. 


My longing eves I oft direct, 

Towards yon once frequented green, * 

With fond remembrance then reflect, 

Upon the happy days I've seen; - ; 

See how yon nimble courser sweeps, - 
With hasty steps along the p'ain, 

So fled my day: of eariv joys. 

Sweet joys neter to return again. 

Ye bonne streams v1 siiver Tay, 7 

Why do e flow so smooth and clear, . 
 Yepretty birds from he green spray, 

M hy do ye strive to charm in; ear; 


Yet 
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Yell break my heart ye gamesome lambs, ' 

That -ambie ofer yon flaw*ry plain, 

Ye mind me of my dear past joys, w 
Sweet joys nefer to return again. 

Why did my Jemmy trust the $seas, 

Why did he leave me here to mourn, 

He said the wars wou*'d soon be ofer, 
Then b:de me look for his return ; 

But, oh, the foe is not subdu'd, 

Tho: low he lies beyond the ma n, 

His coverlid's a damp green turf, 

And he will never rise again. 


EN D or Acr I. 


— 2— 2 
— 


ACT II.— SCENE I. 


A Wood with a fire in the centre I x DiIAxs and Squaws 
cooking wild fowls, Sc. 
A I R. 
14t Ind. Mighty warriors all arpund, 
Sit ye squat upon the ground. 
2nd. Ind, See the livers how they broil, 
| To refresh us after toil. 
3d. Ind, Take that eagle from the fire, 
Faith I feel a great desire. 
4th Ind. Let me taste it—is*t enough? ä 
15t Ind. Very good, but something tough. (eating) 
(After the repaſt, a dance to the muſic of clatterbones, Sc. 
— they ſuddenly ſtop the dance. 


1ſt. Ind. Hark! did'nt you hear a noiſe? 

2, Ind. Some ſtranger's foot diſturbs the falling leaves. 

1ſt. Ind, Retire and mix your painted bodies with 
the trees—at night we'll fally forth, and ſeize both 
| young and old, Prepare your tomohawkes and ſcalping 

nives—{ they ſtand among the trees Inter CLumes and 
Hoszy on the other fide, | 

Clumps, Oh Hobby! Hobby! what the murrain 
made us leave Farmer Threſhwell's barn—we wur never 
yealy till we left ould England, now wou'd I give all 
the teeth in my head to be back again, s 

Hobby. A plague and a devil take their lying chops, 
they tould us as how we ſhou'd ha'e goud in gowpins - 
in America, Oh that we ſhou'd ha'e come fo far to 
catch nought but a diſappointment, We had enough 
of that at home. 

Clumps. Oh Hobby ! Hobby! thee knaweſt love was 
the caule of my undoing. „„ 

| if B 2 | Hobby 
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Hobby. Love! ecod! I never took on more at night, 
an I cou'd throw off in the morning. TN 
Clumps. Dang it, mon! I thought I wur as sure of 
her as thof parton had bid me take her for better for 
worſe ; but ſome how or other, I let her ſlip through my 
fingers. | | 
Hobby. Ay, ay, and the may'ſt ſay, well rid of a bad 
bargain. £ 


Clumps. 1 do think 1 never ſhall forget her. 


SONG. 


When did keep a flock of sheep, 
| Upon yon lofty mountain's brow, 
* 11 No kid nor lamb so fond of game, 
. 1 But oh the case is alter'd now; 
3 Iro“ clean despair I tear my hair, 
88 Il claw mv lugs and bite my thumb, 
Both night and day I sigh and say 
Woe*'s me, ohon, ohey, ohum, 


With skill and care I scar*'d the fox, 
= . And kept each danger far away, 
14 But while I watch'd another's flocks, 
8 My heart became young Jenny's prey; 
q | At Mother's wake, for sweetheart's sake 
I sat me down both dull and dumb, 
While others sung my bosom rung 
Woe's me, ohon, ohey, ohum. 
Farewell ye plains, farewell ye flocks, 
Farewell each brook and pleasant spring, 
Farewell ye goats that climb the rocks, 
Since she's unkind, Ill serve the king; 
Perhaps eben there I II poorly fare, 
"Ry; For morta! man's zn empty drum. 
I: on my back their canes play crack, 
2 I'll 8tiil ery hey! ohon, chum. 


' Hobby. What the murrain doſt the ſtand bawling and 
ſinging at there—Meaſter may be after us; an he do 
catch us, we'll be {ure of a main baſting. 

. . Clumps. (Seeing one of the painted Indians,) Oh lud! 
Hobby! here be a wooden mon! 180 

Hobby. A wooden mon !—keep off thee fool, it may 
a Valentine or Orſon, or ſome wild man in the wood. 
Clumbs. Noa, noa, I tell thee noa, — don't thee ſee it 

as eyes, brows, nole and mouth. (the Indian takes hold 
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trap, which catches his leg) Oh lud! oh lud! I'm in the 
ſtocks again—l had enough of that at home, (ching 
. Enter INDIANS. 1 
1/t. Ind. Seize them, tomahawke them, ſcalp them. 
W hat are you ? | _ 
Hobby. Oh Mr, ———, ax your pardon, I don't 
know your name — I be Hobby. 1 | 


Clumps. And I be his neighbour Clumps—two harm- 
| leſs lads ran away from meaſter. | 


Enter M*SymratTuy and PLANTERS ;—the Indians 
| | : retreat. 
M Sym. Who are you? Do you know the number 
of the Indians? | 
Clumps. Indians !— Give me a ſword, and I'll ha'e one 
knock at them, for honor of ould England, | 
M*Sym. That's right, lad. Old England for ever— 
as long as England lives, there's no fear of Scotland. 
Follow, my lads--(a fkirmifh, the Indians ſet up the 
war -hoop—ſcene drops.) "4 


SCENE—4 Plantation. | 
A grave-stone in a corner: Quako kneeling before the 


grade. 


Quako, Ye dear remains of my departed friend, ac- 
cept my thanks!---a negro's thanks.—The ſhowers of 
heaven re vive the drooping flowers—ah, could your 
Quako's tears revive your ſleeping lenſes; I could tell 
you a tale of grief, and you would give me counſel.— 
To-morrow my maſter ſells my Sela, and who shall 
comfort Quako.—Oh, no, no he cannot hear me. 

Enter SELA. . 

Sela. My dear Quako, my maſſa away, and I stole-— 

Quako, Stole !—ah! don't ſay ſo=--he told us not to 
ſteal. Sung to the grave.) 

Sela. I only ſtole a little time, to come and look once 
more at your dear ſweet face, then take a long, a laſt 


farewell for ever, 


Quako. Ah, my Sela, your time now belongs to 
another, and to ſteal it is a crime; but I remember when 
aur time was all our own ; when I climb*d the moun« 
tain, to purſue the wild game, I needed no whip to 
haſte me home; my long deſire to ſee your ſmiling Bee, 
gave ſpeed to my feet, and ſtrength to my arm; 1 ſoon 


.o'ertodk the wild boar, and brought him to my expect- 
ang Sela, | 


Sela, 
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never to return) which we have enjoy together, 
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28 F Sela. Why will my maſſa fel] me, -I aſk no liberty, 


put liberty to be with you. My new maſſa will have 
a bad bargain of the unhappy Sela; when I ſhould 


work, I will be tink on you and the happy days (days 
your Sela will indulge the ſweet remembrance till the 
whip will wake her from her happy dreams of love, of 
liberty, and you. 1 5 We 
Quaſto. The whip that wounds that tender ſkin, wilt 
draw more drops of blood from the heart of Quako—— 
Sela. Say not ſfo—— What, ſhall me leave you, to keep 
a live remembrance of your Sela? | 
-  Quako, Nothing but the ſhadow of your ſweet image; 
the ſu n may ſet, the ſtars may dim, but that will ſhine 
unclouded night and day, within my heart, within my 
foul. | | | 
Sela, When you walk by my little garden, when you 
ſee the yams, will you tink of the absent hand that plant- 
ed them; will you tink how often times we have meet 
dere, to mourn our loſs of liberty, and tell ſweet tales 
of de happy days of freedom, on our native Coaſt of 
Guinea. | 8 
+ Quake, I will ! I will !---(embracing her.)---But where 
does my maſter ſend you? | 


Sela. To the Eaft ſide of wide river. 


- Quako, Then here, my Sela, let us make a true but 


mournful bargain—W hen you have finiſhed your taſk at 
night, (but I'll not be there to help you) if the wind 
come from the Eaſt, will you ſtand on the oppoſite ſhore 
and breathe your grief acroſs to Quako?—['ll extract 
each ſigh you ſend me, from the common air; and when 
the wind has made his journey to the Weſt, he will 
Teturn again, and bear my ſorrows to my Sela, My 
maſter may refuſe me paper, pens and ink, or intercept 


my letters, but he cannot ſtop my ſighs; they will in- 


corporate with the air, and be as free as we were once, 


before we knew the cruel whites upon the coaſt of 
Guinea. 


Sela, Oh my Quako, if it is a fin to be black, wh 


were we not made white; but if a white ſkin muſt 


always cover a cruel heart, I wou'd rather be as ] am— 
(weeps ) 4 | : 
Quako. Not alway, but too often my Sela. 
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Quako, Come wipe the tear from your bright e eye. Sx 
| | Keep up your sinking heart. | 
Sela. How can you bid my cheek be dry, 
| Yet say that we must part. 
Quako. No beams of hope my bosom chear, 
Through life I'm doom'd a slave; 
Sela. No prospect ever to get clear, 
Till laid down in the grave. ; Ry 0 
Quako, When this sad weary life-time ends, 
Sela. Then all our troubles o'er, 
- _ Quako. We'll meet again with former friends 
Upon sweet Guinea's Shore —— 
Sela. When by the roaring river streams, 
On flowery banks we stray: - | 
dads Our present griefs we'll mind, like dreams 
That long since fled away. 


Enter RacooN. 


Rac. So, you wretches, you have got together: did 
not I forbid you to meet? (offering to ſtrike Quako.) 1 
Sela. (Getting between them) Oh, maſla, dear maſſa, it 
was my fault, he not know I was come to him, 

Rac. Then you ſhall ſuffer for it. (going to'/trihe her 

Quako, (Getting between them) Oh, my dear maſter, 

the fault was all mine, puniſh me, but ſpare my * Sela. 

Rac. Then you ſhall both ſuffer. 


Enter M. SYM ATUV, JUSTICE and IMDIAN Prisenzss- 
at one ſide: Puro RE and Lucy, at the other. 


M. m. What the plague, Captain, are you at your 
old tricks again? There's a priſoner for you. 
Rac. Never fear, but I'll take care of him. 


Phabe. 1 pray you, Sir, what part of the RY 7 


country are you from? 
1 Rac. That 's right. Aſk him if he knows any thing 
of your dear Firmlove ? £9 
Phabe. Were he here, you durſt not face him. 
Rac. Durſt not I? 
Phoebe. No, you wou'd ſoon leave the bouſe. 
Rac, Very true; I wou'd retire to ſome private 
corner, where he and 1 might talk without interruption. 
M*Sym. A man of many words, was ne'er a man of 
noble deeds, as the proverb ſays. 
EKac. I wiſh I had an opportunity of ſhewing how 
"Pri am 5 earneſt. 1 8 a 
iſon. Y ou may now, if you 3 * 
Rac,. Who are you? 88 | 
P riſen. 
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Priſon, What, has this ſavage dreſs and artificial co 
plexion fo chang'd me 8 
Phoebe. It is! it is! my Firmlove!-I know your 
features, but your voice is chang'd, as well as your 
complexion. | 3 

Priſon. But my heart is ſtill the ſame. Sir, I under- 
ſtand you've had {ome pretenſions to this lady ſo, if you 
pleaſe, I'm ready to attend you to ſome private corner, 
where we may talk (or rather act) without interruption. 

Rac. Sir, I'll attend you Now I think on't, I 
won't; 

F. Why you're as changeable as | 

ac. As any other mortal. I'll tell you what, Sir, 
if a man had fourteen or fifteen hundred years to live, 
he might afford” to be twenty years angry, twenty years 
1 upon a ſtretch; but as matters are, no man that 
can boaſt the ſmalleſt taſte for variety, can afford to 
remain above three minutes in one way of thinking. 
. Priſon. Sir, I know your character, and think you 
beneath my reſentment. I love to meet a man on equal 
terms, but hate to oppreſs the vanquiſh'd, 
_ Rac. Vanquiſh'd! by whom was I vanquiſh'd? 

Priſon. By your own fears. 

Rac. Fears! —ha! ha! that's a good jeſt !—I confeſs 
I'm not a bloody minded fe!llow—-I don't go about with 
blood and wounds, as a motto upon my ſword. 5 

M*Sym. Indeed you don't. 
Priſon. I am told, Sir, you mean to ſell Sela— I'll be 
your merchant. | | 2 

Rac. I did—but now I've chang'd my mind. 

Priſon. Y ou have then you and I muſt talk in private. 

Rec. Oh, not at all, Sir, we have no ſecrets. Talk in 
private about ſelling a flave—my dealings are fair and 
open—1 don't care how many are preſent. , 

Priſan. You did not mean to fell Quako? 

Rac. No, no, I'm reſolv'd not to fell him. 

Priſon. Have you 1emain'd above three minutes in 
that Way of thinking? | * 

Rac. Longer— much longer. | 

Priſon, Then, Sir, as matters are, I wou'd adviſe you 
to change it, for I'm reſolv'd to buy him too. | 
\ Rac.” With all my heart: we ſhall never diſpute about 
ſuch a trifling thing as the ſale of a ſlave; - 
Sela. ( Both kneeling to Firmlove) Oh my dear Maſſa 

PFPirmleve, 
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Firmlove, you always a good man. You be 3 good 
maſſa to us 


oſe of you to another man. 


Sela. (Falls down) Ah poor negro-no happineſs for 


Poor negro ſlave. mY | 
Quako. Oh, cruel! cruel: why did you give us a 


glimpſe of hope? was it to fink us deeper in deſpair ?— 


our miſery needed no addition—keep her--bargain cheap 


for me—my honeſty prompts me to tell you, that you 


can expect but little ſervitude from Quako. | 
Priſon. No Quako, I'll diſpoſe of you to another too 
Quako, Let the merchant that buys me next, be death, 

and the plantation where I'm ſent, the graye. You will 

not, like my laſt maſter, hinder us to take a laſt farewell ? 
Priſon, By no means; uſe your freedom. 


Quako, Freedom! fredom !—it's gone—it's loſt, ' 


Come, Sela. (they retire and talk) 


Priſon. Sir, I underſtand you have had ſome thought 


| of marrying this lady ? 


oth, and I no part from my dear Quako. + 
' Priſon. No, Sela, I don't mean to keep you; I'll diſ- 


Rac. I cannot ſay but I had. 5 _— 


Priſon. And how long have you been in that way of f 


thinking ? 

Rac. Above three minutes, I promiſe you, 

_ . Prion. Then, Sir, you muſt change it, 
Rac. Or elle we muſt talk in private, 
Prajon.: Ye... | 


Nac. No, we ſhant; we'll never quarrel about ſuch a 


trifling thing as a lady—I mean her perſon, when you 


have her heart already. | | 
Priſon, Now, Sela, I muſt keep my word with—I 
promiſed ta diſpoſe of you to another, and ſo I ſhall, 
Here, Quako, take her hand. 6. 
Both. Oh joy! oh bliſs! | | 
Prifon, Now Quako, let her go, till I diſpoſe of you, 
according to my promiſe, Here, Sela, take him as a 


preſent from me. The miſeries of ſlavery, I have, in a 


great degree experienced, from three month's impriſon- 


ment with the Indians, You have no maſter now, but 


your paſſions; but beware of them, leſt they ſhou'd 
prove greater tyrants than he from whom you have 
elcaped. From this moment you are free, for I preſent 


you with the brighteſt jewel in the Britiſh dominion— 
and that is your liberty, 


Quako, 
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Qua lo. «(both dancing with joy) Then we ſhall go to 
England, and be free Britons. A 
. Rac, And 1 ſuppoſe yqu won't leſſen the repor's that : 
fly there, of the planter's bad uſage of their negros? _ - : 
Mm. Planters are like other men, ſome good and 8 
ſome bad, like a barrel of herring—but I believe you're 
among the worſt of them—Yes, yes, there are roſes and 
dockins in all countries. | 5 
Rac, Well, I'Il tell you what, old Mac, I believe I 
was too harſh ;---cuſtom has a wonderful effect upon our 
manners---My father left them as ſlaves, and as ſlaves 7 
kept them, till aye, egad, till I could keep them no 
longer; for you all feemed fo interested, - -even Miss 
Phœbe was their chief advocate such eloquent 
lecture yx EY 
Phœbe. Thank you, Sir; I believe my eloquence is 
much on à par with your courage—but had I been 
bleſſed with eloquence, I think IJ could not have em- } 
ploy'd it better, than in behalf of the wretched. = 
ca. Ah, my dear Missie Phoebe, you always good 
Iady ! you always pity when the white-man's laſh poor 
negros. 8 5 
M. Sym. Ves, Sela, and J have seen in England, Ire- 
land, and Scotland too, many a fair bosom heave a sigh, 
2 sufferings of your sooty colour have been 
related. 8 
Clumps. Ecod, ſo have I too, meaſter. ED 
M Sym. That's true, my friends, to what chance are 
we indebted for the favour of your viſit ? 
Hobb. A nan.— Firmlove and Phoebe talk aſide. 
M. Sym. What brought you here? | 
. Hobb. Bad luck.—Tell the ſtory, Clumpy. 
Clump. Noa, do thee tell it, Hobby. | 
Hobb. Let's tell it both together. 
M Sym. Only one ſpeak at a time. 
Hobb. Then you muſt knaw that we were two honeſt 
Jads, that wanted to make fortunes 
- Clump. And ſoa there wur one Mr. Coxwell, who 
*gag*d us to be gentlemen. 
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Hobb. And brought us over in ſhip, and bound us 
three years to a planter. | 

Hobb. To learn to make *baccar, | 

Clump. And ſo Planter not foinding bargain much to 
his moind, wur for ſelling denture to another planter. 


Hobb. 
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be took us for, took leg bail for our honeſty. 


let the poor fellows push their fortune. 


THE NECRO SLAVES. N 
Hobb. And we to ſhew, that we wur not thecalves _ = 


M*Sym. That was wrong :—You entered LWeluntbrily = 
into the contract, and ought to have fulfilled every 
article of it; you muſt go back again. 

g = Champs! } Staring at one another. 

Rac. Hold a bit.—Did. you ever know rhe do a 
generous action. | 4 

M*Sym. Never in my life time : I've ſeen you refuſe 
a ſingle ſixpence, when it might have contributed to 
the relief of a whole family. 

Rac. Are you prepared for a furpriſe ; for I mean 
to ſurprize you. ae *: 

M*Sym. In what went: 

Rac. [I'll pay the planter the purchafe money, and 
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Hobb. Lard, meaſter, oy s main koind. 5 d 
Clumps. Isn't it Hobby f 
| Vienifov and Phœbe advance, 
Firm, Well, Mr. Racoon, this generous attion 
Rac. Say nothing about it, J have faults 
Firm. And ſo have we all. 

M*Sym I shou'd be forry if we had not. 

Rac. Why fo? 

M*Sym. Becauſe, we ſhould want the pleaſure of cor- 
recting them. 

Rac. Can any of us recal a moment of the time paſt ? 

Phoebe. Not one. 

Rac. Can we improve the time coming ? 

Firm. I hope we can. 

Rac. Let us about it then: from this moment I'm 
Teſolv*d to catch every $I A to attone Jos my 
paſt errors. | 
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FINAL E. 


Rac, My sable pair, I'm very glad, 
That you're reliev'd from slav'ry: 
M*Sym. And so am I, my honest b'ade, 
That you were cur'd of knav'ry. 
Jest. Come drown vour c.re, and hang despair, 
Aud banish grief and sorrow; 
Prison. Why shov'd we grieve who may not live 
Perhap to see to-morrow. 
Quako, Ma peace and love with liberty, 
Extend to all the creation : 
M /n. The de'e' a place on earth I see, 
Like our ain British nation. 
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EN 24 2 ol £275 uren SAVE. _ 
| Lucy. God bless King George and family,” 9 
With every rank and station; 8 


abe. And may our states and they agree, 
* Through all the world's duration. 


: 28 Cuon. Then drown your care, Kc. 


8 Priton. Those isles from which our rs ba an 
May no rude factions <ever; 

May friendship's flame and sacred name, 
* hBetwixt us live for ever. 

| May our ships at sea protected be, 
From treach'rous foes-and dangers 
þ Our trade extend to world's far end, 5 
Among both friends and stravgers. = 

Con. Then drown your care, &. a 


Tucy Now we'll conclude this sketch so rude, 
Too long, I fear, we*ve teaz'd you; 

. Each fault forgive, for as we live, > 

=. „ «Twas our design to“ve pleas*d you. 
1 | | The author owns, he fears your frowns, 

1 | For what he has come short in; 

F:; So ladies smile, his fears beguile, 

1 And so we'll drop the curtain. 


ö . Con. Then drown your care, &. 


